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None - one shot 


Author's Notes: 
Set on September 20th 1986, when the lads played a show in Brum. 


"Cliff" An impatient shout woke Cliff up from his sleep. Blinking in the semi-darkness, he turned towards the 
sound. There was a cross little Lars; wearing pale green pyjamas and framed in the light of the doorway. Cliff 
grinned at him. 


"Hey dude, what's up?" 


"Can you come outside and get the fucking water nymph from outta the fountain?" Lars grumbled. "Me and 
Kirk have tried and it won't listen to us one fucking bit". 


"Huh?" Cliff shook his head sleepily. "Water nymph? Are you drunk Lars?" 


"Not as drunk as our leader!" 


"Ohhh!" Cliff laughed. "Sure, I'll go get him". He quickly pulled on his jeans and a t-shirt and left his room, locking 
the door behind him. He padded quietly along the corridor; it was after midnight and he didn't want to wake the 
other hotel quests. 


Cliff caught the lift down to the ground floor and let himself outside. The hotel was one of the largest in 
Birmingham and allowed its quests to go in and out after hours..within reason. And rescuing a drunken James 


from the allure of the popular garden piece was definitely a good reason, Cliff thought. 

There was the fountain; an elegant marble design of nymphs and dolphins, their plumes of water sparkling 
silver in the moonlight. There in the fountain bowl was James, wearing just his briefs and splashing about like a 
small child in a paddling pool. Cliff winced just seeing him; the temperature couldn't have been more than IO 


degrees centigrade. 


"James!" Cliff called. James looked round, nearly slipping over on the wet surface. He waved at Cliff and giggled 


in delight. 
"Come on in and join me? The water's lovely!" 


"James, you're fucking mental" Cliff laughed. He went over to the fountain, ready to rescue his buddy. James 
(thinking Cliff was coming for a swim), reached out to grab him, slipped and Cliff caught him in his arms. 


"Ha, gotchal Now you're coming back to bed. You'll catch your death of cold out here". 


"Awwww, no, | don't wanna", James whined but he allowed himself to be led back inside by Cliff. Five minutes 


later, they were back in their room and Cliff was rubbing James dry with a big fluffy towel. 


"Good, you got him", said Lars sticking his head round the door. Cliff grinned and James stuck his middle finger 
up at Lars. 


‘| was swimming in the beautiful fresh water, Lars. Unlike you and Kirk, who sleep in boring bed, | want to 


make every second of this tour count. Not a moment will pass when we are not having fun because...” 
"Cos you're drunk again!" said Lars, rolling his eyes. 


"No, no", James protested but Lars had already left, closing the door behind him. James huffed under his 
breath and Cliff chuckled and continued to dry him. 


"Lars and Kirk don't understand. | wanna live it up. | don't want a second wasted’, James said. 


"Uhuh, yeah", said Cliff, nodding. James had certainly been doing that. If he saw a statue, he insisted on he and 
Cliff posing in a silly way by it and having his photo taken. He found his way onto roofs of shopping malls and 
danced, he grabbed random cats and dogs and tried to cuddle them inside his t-shirt and earlier that day, they 
had come across a large puddle filling the path and James had insisted that Cliff carry him over it because he 


didn't want to get his new trainers wet. 


"They are right though dude", said Cliff, finally finishing drying James’ hair. "You're totally crazy on this tour, 


ya know". 
‘lam not! l'm sensible and grown up". 


"Yeah, sure" Cliff smirked. He quoted James. "/ wonder what Slush Puppy mixed with whiskey would be like to 


drink” 
"It was nice, actually", James insisted. 


"Well, that's good. But ya gotta calm down a little, Jamie. We've got plenty of time to have fun. You're living like 


you wanna cram fifty years into a week’. 

"Yeah, want to", said James, who now sounded sleepy. 

"Nah, c'mon buddy. You want to sleep now". Cliff eyed up James, concerned. "Have you slept at all this tour?" 
"Yeah, course | have". 

"Really?" 

James shrugged and muttered under his breath. 

"Sometimes | have bad dreams". 


Cliff looked at James, with his fluffy blonde hair and blue eyes, so filled with tiredness. He was blinking to try 


and stay awake and there were dark circles beneath his eyes. 
"Ah, they're just dreams", Cliff reassured him, patting James on the back. "They aint real..can't hurt you". 
"Yeah but they feel real when | sleep. So | don't wanna’, James said stubbornly. 


Cliff sighed. James couldn't go through the whole tour without sleeping. Tours were exhausting enough as it 


was. James would make himself ill if he did that. Cliff pointed this out but James shook his head. 
"l'm fine. | can manage", he insisted. 


"Nah dude, you gotta get some sleep". An idea came to Cliff. "Tell you what? I'll stay awake and watch over you 


for a while. Then if you start to have a bad dream, | can wake you up". 


James stared intently at Cliff. "Would you do that?" 


"Sure | would". 
James smiled, a weary but relieved smile. 
"That's uh, great. Thanks Cliff", he said. 


Cliff watched as James lay down in his bed; snuggling under the covers. He curled up and closed his eyes, 
snuffling a little into the pillow. Cliff sat on the bed next to him and rested a comforting hand on James’ back 


Soon, James' breathing became easy as he drifted off into a well needed sleep. 
He didn't squirm or cry out. He was at peace. 
Cliff smiled and rubbed James’ back gently. 


"Don't worry Jamie", he murmured. "I'l take care of ya. You're safe with me". 


The End 


